


Themoft lamentable Traaedy 
•fib. Mercutio ihou confeeft Wlt ^ * (i re i s ? an dchou 
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C °tcn’ Wctalkehere in the publike haunt of men. 

Either withdraw unto lome private place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grievances, 

I willnot budge for no mans pleaiure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti. Well, peace lie with you fir, here comes my man* 

MerSut. Uebehang’d fir if he weare your Livery : 

Marry goebefore to field, hee 11 be your follower. 

Your (vorfhip inthat fenfe may call him man. * 

Tib. Romeo, the . love 1 beare thee canaffoord 
No better tearme than this : thouarta Villame. 

Rom- Tibalt, the reafon that I have to love thee. 

Doth much excufethe appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine I am none. 

Therefore farewell, I feethou know ft me not. 

Tib. Bov, this (hall not excufe the injuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore turne and draw- 
if aw. I doe proteft I never injur d thee. 

But love thee better than thou canft deviie, 

Tillthou (halt know the reafon of my love : 

And fo good Capulet, which name I tender 

As dearely as my owne.be fatisfied . 

Mer. Ocalme di (honourable, vile fubmiffion, 
lAl la ftucatho carries it away : 

Tibalt, yourat-catcher , will you walke? 

Tib What wouldft thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King ofCats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives, that I meane to make bold withaJ, and as you (ha 1 
ufe mee hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight- Will you 
plucke your fwotd out of his Pilchetby thceares? make ha te. 



left mine be about your eares e’re it be out. 

Tib.l am for you, 

Tom. Gentle Mercutio put thy Rapier up, 

Mer. Come fir, your Pafl'ado. 

5^2 . Draw Benvolio, beat downe their weapons ; 
Gentlemen for (hame forbeare this outrage 
Ttbalt, Mercutio, the Prince expreflely hach 
rorbid bandying in Verona's ftreets: 

Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio. 

, Arvaj Tibalt. 

Mer. I am hurt : 

A plague a both houfes, lam fped; 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I, I, a fcratch, a (cratch, marry ’tis enough : 

Where is my Page ?goe villaine fetcha Surgeon. 
^-Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

r - N ? J . tisnot (odeepeasa Well, nor fo wide as a Ch,«vT 

lame, that fights by the booke ofArirhmer”^^ l ro 8 Ue > a vjf ’ 

They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have it, and (bundly to your houfes 

in™ Z u,r ’ hath 8 ot llls mortal! hurt Y 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftain’d 

^T'balts (launder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hath beene my coufin. ° (weet Juliet^^ 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

10 my temper foftned valours fteele. 

F 3 Enter 


